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*« Yes, let us ftrikc tlic Lyre, and fing, and rhyme | 
«' By far the wifcft Way of fpending Time.'* 
So fays AkacixoN) my dear Ki£n Long ; 
Let Britain then, and China, hear our Song, 
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Page 70, in the firft line of the Note, after antiquarian, read, U hunt for him% 
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TO THE 



EMPEROR OF CHINA. 



Dear Kien Long, 

i\T length an opportunity prefents itfelf for converfing 
with Xhtfecond Potentate upon earth, George the Third 
being raoft undoubtedly the firfl^ although he never made 
verfes. Thy praifes of Moukden, thy beautiful little 
Ode to Tea, &c. have afforded me infinite delight ; and 
to gain ffty plaudit^ who am rather difficult to pleafe, 
will, I affure thee, be a feather in thy imperial cap. 

Principibus plamijfe viris, mn ultima latis eft. 

Praife from a Bard of my poetic fpirit, 
Proclaims indeed no fmall degree of merit. 

Excufc this piece of cgotiffti — it is natural, and juftified 
by the fublimeft authorities. What fays Virgil ? 

" TetUanda "via eji qiid me qtioque poj/im 

** Tollere humo, viSlcrque "jiriim volitare per ora. " 

B What, 
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What, likcwife, Lucretius ? 

*' Infignemque meo capiti pctcre inde ccronam 
" Utideprius nidli velarunt tempora Miifa" 

What, alfo, Ovid ? 

" Jamque opus excgi" &c. 

What, moreover, Horace ? 

" Exagi monumentuni are peremilus" &c. 

What, Ennius ? 

" Nemo me lacrumsis decoret nee fiinera flctu" &c. 

What, again, the great Father of Poetry, FIomer, in his 
delightful Hymn, that fome impudent Scholiafts declare 
he never wrote ? 

— — Tif Ju,aj(*«i» emiJ y\iii^ AOIAIiN 
'EwS'a'Jt* Tra>%trr«« ; xal rtw rifmTh [j,iMfx ; 
Tu^Aof «vrS* oixtf St yiM hi iratTflsAotVo-Ji* 
Tk vktoh ^nomiT^tt afiftuarn) Aoi^ost. 

which, with a few preceding lines omitted in the quota- 
tion, I thus a little paraphraftically and beautifully 
tranflate : 

Sliould Curiosity at times-enquire 

Who ftrikes with fweetell art the Muse's lyre } 

This 
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This be thine anfwer — " A poor man, dark blind ; 
An aged minftrcl that at Chios dwells. 
Who fells and fings his works, and fings and fcll^ 

And leaves all other poets far behind." 

So much for my profound learning in defence of ego- 
tifm ; for where is the man that does not rank himfelf 
amongft his own admirers ? 

Now to the point. — As Lord Macartney, with his 
moft fplendid retinue, is about to open a trade with thee, 
in the various articles of tin, blankets, woollen in 
general, &c. &c. in favour of the two Kingdoms ; 
why might not a literary commerce take place between 
the Great Kien Long, and the no lefs celebrated Peter 
Pindar? Thou art a man of rhymes — and fo am L Thou 
art a genius of uncommon vcrfatility — fo am L Thou 
art an enthufiaft to the Mufes — fo am I. Thou art a lover 
of novelty — fo am L Thou art an idolater of Royalty — 
fo am I. With fuch a congeniality of mind, in my God's 
name, and thine, let us furprife the world with an inter- 
change of our lucubrations, both for its improvement and 
delight. And to fhew thee that I am not a literary 

fwindler. 
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fwindler, unable to repay thee for goods I may receive 
from thy Imperial Majefty, I now tranfmit fpecimens of 
my talents, in Ode, Ballad, Elegy, Fable, and Epigram. 

I am, dear Kien Long, 

Thy humble Servant and brother Poet, 

P. PINDAR. 



ODES TO KIEN LONG, 



ODE I. 



Peter complmentetb Kien Long on his poetical talent ^ and condimneth 
the want of literary ta/le in Wejlem Kings, 

]3EAR Emp'ror, Prince of Poets, noble Bard, 
Thy brother Peter fendeth thee a card, 

To fay thou art an honour to the times- 
Yes, Peter telleth thee, that for a King, 
Indeed a mod extraordinary thing, 

Thou really makeft very charming rhimes. 

Witnefs thy Moukden*, which we all admire ; 

Witnefs thy pretty little Ode to Tea, 

C Composed 

* A favourite City of the Emperor. 
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Qpmpos*d when fipping by thy Tartar fire 5 
Witnefs thy many a madrigal and glee. 

Believe me, venerable, good Kirn Long, 
Vaft is my pleafure that the Mufe's fong 

Divinely foundeth through thy Tartar groves 5 
Still greater, that xki&firji of Eaftern Kings 
Should praife in rhime the Tartar vales and fprings, 

And pay a tuneful tribute to the Loves. 

Yet how it hurts my claflic foul, to find 
Come Weftern Kings to poetry unkind I 

What though they want the Ikill to make a riddle,. 
Charade, or rebus, or conundrum ; — ftill 
Thofi: Kings might fhew towards them fome good will. 

And nobly patronife Apollo's fiddle. 



But 
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But no— the note is, " How go fheep a fcore ? 

" What, what's the price of bullock ? how fells lamb ? 

** I want a boar, a boar, I want a boar ; 

** I want a bull, a bull, I want a ram." 
Whereas it ihould be this—" I want a Bard, 
** To cover him with honour and reward." 

Kings deem, ah me ! a grunting herd of fwine 
Companions fweeter than the tuneful Nine ; 
Preferring to Fame's dome, a hog-ftye's mire ; 
The roar of oxen to Apollo*s lyre. 

" Lord ! is it pofUble ?" I hear thee groan — 

KiEN Long, 'tis true as thou art on thy throne : 

For fouls like thine, 'tis natural to doubt it— 

Macartney can inform thee all about it. 

ODE 
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O D E II. 

More Compliments to the Emperor — A Dijfertation on Thrones, and 
Kings andSlueens — A very proper Attack on the French Revolutioni/ls — 
The Fate of poor Religion, prophefied — Alfo, of his Holinefs the Pop e— 
More Lamentations on degraded Royalty. 

1 HOU art a fecond Atlas, great Kien Long ; 
Supporting half th' unwieldy globe, fo ftrong ; 

But, Lord I what pigmy fouls to empire rife I 
Unconfcious of its glorious frame, they fleep — 
Now juft like mice from pyramids that peep, 

Thinking a hole's a hole, where'er it lies. 

Fortune has too much pow'r in this fame world — 

Things are too often topfy-turvy hurl'd I 

A bug condemn'd to^ that fcarce can craw?-, 

A maggot 
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A maggot taken from his little nut, 
(There by the great All-wise mod vjifely put) 
To grovel 'midft the grandeur of St. Paul I 

Unluckily moft thrones are plac'd fo high, 
That Kings can fcarce their loving fubjedls fpy. 

Hopping beneath them, like fo many crows \ 
Which fubjeds have in France been taking 
Great liberties in ladder-making. 

To get up nearer to the royal nofe. 

Thus turens ere long their pigmy pow'rs will try; 
And, turning to the clouds their little eye, 
Aim to arreft, by frequent daring flights. 
Their elder brothers of the fkies, the Kites I 

And yet I hate a Fool upon a throne— 

We have been happy hitherto, thank God j 

D How 
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How boys would burft with laughter, cv'ry one, 
Were fnoniey-{choo]ma.^ers to hold the rod / 

Yet much more mifchief follows royal fools, 
As realms are on a larger fcale than fchools — 
Th' Americans provide againfl all this : 
Which certain Gentlefolk take much amifs I 

And then again, the wives of glorious Kings, 
In generofity, and fuch-like things, 

And temper mild, who well themfelves demean, 
Are for t\iQfubjeB a rare happy matter ; 
And let me fay indeed, who fcorn to flatter. 

We Britons arc moft lucky in a ^^ueen* 

Of humbling their fuperiors, folks feem fond, 
And treating Monarchs as fo many k)gs ^ 



Whereas 
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Whereas it is in Courts, as in a pond, 
Some fifli, fome frogs. 

Thus do the rebel foes of Sovereigns cry. 
Rending with vile difloyalty the iky : 

** When will the lucky day be born that brings 
** A bridle for the infolence of Kings ? 

** Too flowly moves, alas ! the loitering hour I 
" When will thofe Tyrants ceafe to fancy Man 
** A fawning dog in Providence's plan, 

« Ordain'd to lick the blood-ftain'd rod of Pow*r ?" 

Kings have their faults undoubtedly, and many--' 

The man who contradids me, is a Zany. 

Some rob, fome kill, fome cheat, fome cringe and beg; 

Curft with an av*rice, fome would (have an egg. 

And 
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And yet, with all their fins, I drop a tear 
On what I'm daily forc'd to fee and hear. 



•> # 



Great is the change of late ! fuch horrid fceiles, 
Such little rcv'rence both for Kings and Queens \ 

Thus cry the Frenchmen, feldom over-nice — 
** We want no scepter'd plunderers of States ; 
" Out with them — folly to maintain more cats 

" Than capable of catching mice. 

" Death to their parafites — we'll have no more 
" Leeches that fuck the heart's blood of the poor. 
<* Down with Dukes, Earls, and Lords, thole Pagan ^^t^j-, 
" Falfe gods! — away with ftars, and firings, and crofles!" 

The French are very wicked, I declare ; 

They raife upon one's head, one's very hair; 

So 
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So much thofe fellows Majeftj abufe — 
Of Royalty the purple robe fo grand, 
Which feizes the deep rev'cencc of a land, 

They to a malkin turn, to wipe their fliocs. 

** Out with State-pickpockets !" they cry aloud : 
" Death to the rav'nous eagles," cries the crowd, 

** That happy hover o*er a People's groan ; 
** Thieves, in the plunder of an empire dreft ; 
** Flatt'ry's vile carrion flies, on Kings that feaft ; 

" Rank bugs that flielter in the wood of thrones I 

** The Dustman in his cart that hourly flaves, 
" Drawn by an afs, the partner of his toils, 

" How far fuperior to thofe tided knaves, 

<* In coaches ^itt^ring with a kingdom « fpoils V* '■ 

E ■ The 

) 
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The oXdiJfc voloy that with thundVing found, 
Rous'd all the Provinces of France around, 

(And if great things we may compare to fmall, 
Juft like the boatfwain's whiftle, that makes ikip 
The jovial fellows of a fliip) 
This great sic volo is not heard at ail- 
To humbler phrafes chang'd by fome degrees j 
" With your good leave, Meffiews" — " Sirs, if youpleafe,** 

Yes, favage are the French to Kings and Quality ^ 
Void of good manners, common hofpitality-- 

Barb'rous, they dog-like wifli to pick their bones ; 
Make juft as much of Dukes as of a duck, 
(Nobility has therefore fliocking luck) 

And dalh an infant Prince againft the ftones^ 

Thu^ 
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Thus butchers calmly ftick a fucking pig, 
And o'er a bleeding lambkin hum a jig. 

Religion too is in a deep decline ; 

Her vot'ries treated like a herd of fwine ; 

Rich reliques look*d upon as rotten lumber I 
Who will be canoniz'd for fright'ning devils, 
For bringing back loft limbs, and curing evils,- 

Scald heads, wry necks, and rickets beyond number, 

Without a draught, a bolus, or a pill. 
That of redoubted Dodors foil the fkill ? 

Religion, who in France fome years ago, 
Made in rich filks fo wonderful a fliow. 

So us'd with all the pride of curls to charm, ■. 



Is 
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It now, poor foul, oblig*d to beg her bread, 
With fcarce a cap or ribbon to her head. 
Or woollen petticoat to keep her warm. 

Yes, poor dear maid, I fear flie'il foon expire ; 
Her whips demolifli*d, and extin(Sl her fire. 

Her pincers broken^ fnappM in twain her cleaver, 
That flogg'd, that burnt a finner to falvation, 
Roafiing^ away the foul's adulteration. 

And chopp*d and pinch'd him to a true Believer. 

No longer are her priefts to be maintain'd — 

Thus is that horrid beaft the Dev*l unchain*d. 

That roaring Bull at once his triumph fhows — 

For, if not paid, what priefts can prove their might, 

Fight the good fight. 

And, like ftaunch bull-dogs, nail him by the nofe ? 

Death 
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Death and the DevY, the fmutty rogue, and Sin, 
A pretty junto, are upon the grin ; 
Hoping to Jill the dark infernal hole^ 
If all the priefts refufe to help a foul — 
That moft important conteft then is o'er ; 
Pull Dev*l, pull Parson, will be feen no more. 

Yes, at her wounded pow*r Religion faints ; 
Alas I no more old bones fhall make new Saints j 

No more fhall Lent, lean Lady, cry her fifh ; 
No more fhall flices of the crofs be courted ; 
Defpis'd the manger that our Lord fupported. 

His facred pap-fpoon, and the Virgin's difli. 



No abfolutions, like potatoes, fold ; 
No purgatory-fouls redeem'd by gold : 

F 



No 



No more in cloth of gold, and r ed-heerd fhoes, 
Bag- wig and fword, a mob the Saviour* views — 
Sold no certificatesf of good behaviour, 
To (how the Lord, the Virgin, and that Saviour. 

No more fhall Miracle obtain applaufe, 
Laugh at old Time, and break Dame Nature's laws ; 
No more dead herrings, fill'd with life and motion, 
Leap from the frying-pan, and fwim the ocean. 



Soon 



* Once a year this fine mummery is exhibited in France, and iiv 
other Romifh countries. 

-|- In fome part of Ruflia, narrow flips of paper, in form of a ribbon, 
confecrated by the Bifhop, are fold for about three-pence a-piece, and 
bound about the heads of dying people. They are certificates of their 
good behaviour. The infcription on each is as follows : — ** To old 
** God Almighty, to young God Almighty, and young God Almighty's 
«* Mama — this is to certify that the bearer hereof died a good Chriftian." 
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Soon may this wicked Spirit fteal to Romci 
And poifon ev'ry facred dome .; 

Reliques be kick*d and mock*d by many a giber- 
The Pontiff to the very workhoufe brought, 
Or, what could never have been thought, 

Plump'd with his triple crown into the Tyber : 

There may we view him flound'ring wild about, 
With not a Saint he dubb'd to pull him out : 

The fair chafte quills, from angel wings procur*d, 
Be turn*d to ufes not to be endur*d ; 
To villain pens, inftead of crow-quills cut. 
To draw lewd figures, and deliver y5;?«/ •• 

Melted the Church's facred plate to mugs. 
To candleAicks, to punch-ladles, and jugs ; 



To 
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To porringers the pipes* of facred tunes, 
And filver Chrifts to canifters and fpoons. 

Phials that held of faints the fufFering figh8> 
Seen by the dimmeft of believing eyes, 
Lo, to the meaneft offices fhall fink — 
Hold aquafortisy or reviling ink I 

The Virgin's gowns and garters, ftockings, fhoes. 
Sold to her enemies, perhaps, the Jews — 
Her paint, curls, caps, hoop, gauzes, muflin, lace. 
Sold to trick harlots for a rogue's embrace I 

Now to difloyal mongrels we return. 

That bark at Kings, and for confuflon burn. 

How have our mighty Monarchs been brought down \ 

Trod in the dufl, like fomc old wig, the Crown I 

The 

* Of the Organs, 
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The Wearers — fome confin'd in jails Co dread ; 
Some fhot — fome poifon*d with as much /a ng-frotdi 
As though the Mob had merely been employ'd 

To knock a thieving polecat on the head. 

In iirtB the Public fees no kind of merif / , 
Think of the prefent equalizing fpirit ! 

Amidft the populace how rank it fprings I 
Nay, from the palaces the Virtues fly. 
While boldly erttering from their beaftly ftye, 

The vulgar Passions nifh to pig with Kings / 



G ODE 
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ODE III. 

'Tbe ^QZT fivmly reprove th the EMPERORy^r negkSing to turn a penny 
in an boncjl ivay, and demonjlratctb the inconveniency of Generojity — 
proving that a mind on a \iXQZ&fcale may be produSiive of marrow 
circumllances, 

VJREAT KING, thou never educateft fwine, 

Nor takeftgoilins under thy tuition; 
Nor boardeft by the week thy neighbour's kine, 

Like Pharoah's — that is, in a lean condition. ; 

Nor doft thou cut down palaces to pens. 

Nor fendeft unto market cocks and hens ; 

Nor to a butcher felled pork and beef: 

Nor wool nor egg merchant, O King, art thou ; 

Nor doft thou watch the girl who milks the cow, 

. For fear the girj might fip, and prove a thief; 

Nor 
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Nor fetteft traps to fave thy fowls and egg«, 
And catch thy loyal fubjeds by the legs. — 

Nor doft thou go ^Sl popping^ mighty King ; 
I know that thou defpifejl fuch a thing ; 

Yes, to expofe fuch meannefs thou art loath — 
Thou fcorn*ft to pride thyfelf on buying cheap, 
And for fome trifle a huge pother keep, 

An ounce of blackguard* y or a yard of cloth. 

Nor doft thou (which y&»?^ people may deem ftrange) 
Send Pages with a halfpenny for change ; 
Nor doft thou (which would be a crying fin) 
Cheat of his dues the Parfon of Pe-kin. 

Thy mind was form'd upon an ampler fcale : 
Each thought is generofity — a whale : 

* A coarfe fnuff, fo emphatically called. 



Not 



I 24 ] 

Not a poor fprat to dunghills to be hurrd— 
Thy foul a dome illumM by Grandeur's rays^ 
That o'er thy mighty empire cafts a blaze ; 

A beacon to inform a world* 

But, ah ! KiEN Long, thou never wilt be rich. 
If generofity thy heart bewitch : 

What iays Economy ? **^ Let fubjeAs groan— 
" Let Misery's howl be mufic to thine ear— 
** Yes, let the widow's and the orphan's tear 

" Fall printlefs on thy heart as on a flone^" 

The fouls of many Kings are vulgar entries. 

With not a rufhlight 'midft the difmal winding ; 
A long, dark, dangerous, dreary way, paft finding — 

Hypocrisy and Meanness the two fentries« 

Ambition, 
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Ambition, that on riches cafts its eyes, 
Mounts on the tempeft of a 'P^o?lb.*s Jigis f 
O Emp'ror, Generosity's a fool — 
She wants advice iiom/aving Wisdom's fchool. 

Look at a fmiling field of grafs : 
Nothing can eat it out, nor horfe nor afs, 
Provided that you put, to fpare the feaft, 
A padlock on the mouth of ev*ry beai^. 
Thus, muzzle but thy pakce now and then, 
Thou wilt be wealthy among fcepter*d men. 

Invite not a whole Million* to thine hunt r 
Thy purfe with fuch a heavy weight would grunt. 

In England, when a King a deer unharbours, 
The fport a half a dozen butchers fhare ; 
Of fmiitty chimney-fweeps perchaunce a pair ;. 

With probably a brace or two of barbers. 

H What 

* This is the number of the Emperor's attendants, in general; at a 
hunt. 
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What though *tis not quite r^<a/— ftill wc boaft 
Of gaining glorious fua with little cofl. 
The pocket is a very ferious matter-— 
Small beer allayeth thirft-— niyi^w//(? water, • 

The fplendor of a chace, or feaft, or ball^ 

Though ftrong, are pafling, momentary rays— - 

The luftre of a little hour ; that's all— - 
While guineas with eternal fplendor blaze. 



ODE 



[ 27 ] 



ODE IV. 



Peter bredketb out into a ftrange rhapfodyt fo unlike Peter, wbo 
cbrijlenetb bimfelf tbt Poet of the People — He advifetb the Em- 
peror to anions never pra<%ifed by Kings I — Is it, or is it not, one 
continued vein ofbaffy Irony ? 



Give nothing from thy privy purfc away, 

I fay- 
Nay, fhould thy coffers and thy bags run oer^ 
Ne^leSi or penfion Merit on the Poor, 

Give not to Hofpitals — thy Names enough : 
To death-face Famine, not a pinch of fnuff— 
On Wealth thy quarry, keep a falcon- view. 
And from thy very children Heal their due. 

Shouldft 
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Shouldfl tliou, in hunts, be tumbled from thy horfe, 
Unlucky, 'midft fome river's rapid courfe ; 
Though fharp between thy/elf Sindi Death the ftrife. 
Give not the Page difous that laves thy life. 

Should Love allure thee to fbme Fair-one's arms^ 
Who yields thee all the luxury of charms, 

And deluges thy panting heart with bliiles ; 
Take not z.Jixp£nce from thy groaning cheft. 
To buy a ribbon for the fragrant breafl: 

That fwell'd with all its ardour to thy kifles. 

Buy not a garland for her flowing hair ; 
Buy not of mittins, or of gloves, a pair, 

To fhicld her hands from froft, or Summer's ray ; 
Buy not a bonnet to defend her face. 
Nor 'kerchief to proteft each fnowy grace, 

And deck her on fome rural holiday* 



But 
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But fuffer her in bomeljr geer to pine. 
In fimple elegance where others ftnne. 

Thou probably mayft anfwer, with a groan, 
** What ! give a vile contagion to the throne ! 
** Perdition catch the wealth, in heaps that lies, 
" Whilft trodden Merit lifts her aHcing eyes, 

** That calf, fhall garifh Ostentation grin, 

*^ Deck'd by the fweat of Labour's Ain-burnt flcin, 

** Poor cart-horfe) envied e*en his very oats ? 
<* Heav'ns ! fliall this Mummer Ostentation cry, 
** Roaft in the fun, thou Mob, in aflies lie ; 

Mine be the guineas. Slave, and thine the groats* 



<( 



" Mine be the luxury of wine and oil, ■ 

" Thine that I condefcend to drink thy toil.'* 

I Ah! 
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Ah I fay*ft thou thus ?-^dar€s honour this high pitch ? 
Then, noble EmpVor, thou wilt ne'er be rich. 

Gold fliould not gather in 2ifubjeB\ cheft — 
The crew grows mutinous — it cannot reft ; 

It talketh of equalityy indeed I 
No, let the Monarch^ bags and cofFers hold 
The flatt'ring, mighty, nay, ^//-mighty gold j 

On this ihall brawny Pow'r his £news feed ; 

Jove's eagle near the throne, with eye of fire. 
The vengeance-bearer of the royal ire I 
Enrich the realm, Subordination dies — 
Wealth gives a wing that dajhes at thzfiies, 

Blufli not, though up to neck, to nofe, in gold. 

To let thy fav'rite Mandarine be told, 

"The 
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** The Emp'ror pants for money — hunt about :" 
• And fhould thy Miniftcr, with impious breath, 
Say, " Sire, weVe fqueezM the people nigh to death"-— 
. Off with the villain's head, or kick him out. 

'Tis pleafant to look down upon the hovel^ 
And count the royal treafure with 2iJhovel ! 
Pleafant to mark the whites of wifhing eyes, 
And hear oi Poverty the fruitlefs fighs ! 
Grand, on their knees to fee the million cow'r I 
Pale, ftarv*d fubmiflion is thtfeafl of Pow'r. 

Pr'ythee, to Europe come, Kien Long, with {peed : 
We'll give thee much inftrudion on this head ; 
'HsiYy/ofne examples alfo fhall be brought, 
Which beats a cold dry precept all to nought.. 

Precept's 



[ 3* ] 
Precept's a pigmy, hedick, weak, and flight ; 
Example is a giant in his might. 
Then, pr'ythee, to our Europe hafte to ftare ; 
Lo, Europe fliall produce thee fucb a Pair I 
A Pair \ to whom lean Av'rice is a fool, 
And means to take a leflbn from their fchool. 



ODE V. 

Peter givetb an account of the expedition of Lord Macartnev, and, 
contrary to the tenor of the preceding Ode, abfolutelyi recommendetb 
Generosity to the Emperor. 

JvIEN LONG, our ORE AT great People, and 'Squire Pitt, 

Fam'd through the univerfe foxfaving loit. 

Have heard uncommon tales about thy wealth ; 

And now a vcflel have they fitted out, 

Making for good Kien Long a monftrous rout. 

To trade, and beg, and afk about his health. 

This, 
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This, to my iimplc and unconnyinv miad». 
Seems economical and very kind ! 
And now, great Emperor of China, fay, 
What handfome things haft thou to give away ? 

Accept a proverb out of Wisdom*s fchools — 
* Barbers firft learn to {have, by (having Fools »* 

Pitt ihav'd our faces firft, and made us grin — 
Next the poor French — and now the hopeful Lad, 
Ambitious of the honour, feemeth mad 

To try this razor's edge upon thy chin. 

Thee as a gsnerous Prince we all regard ; 

For ev'ry prefent, lo, returning double-^ 
'Tis therefore thought that thou wilt well reward 

Thtjhip and X.ORD Macartney for their trouble. 

K ^ And 
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And now to George and Charlotte what the prefents f 
No humming-birds, we beg — no owJs, no pheafants j. 
Such gifts will put the palace in a fweat — 
For God's fake fend us nothing that can eaf, 

" What gifts, I wonder, will thy King and Queen 

** Send to KiEN Long?" thou cry'ft. — Not much, I ween ^ 

They can*t afFord' it ; they are very poor — 
And though they fhine in fo fublime a ftation,. 
They are the poorefl people in the nation^, 

So wide of Charity their neat *trap-door III. 

Our King may lend a dozen cocks and hens ;. 

Perhaps a pig or twa of his own breeding ; 
Perhaps a pair of turkies from his pens ; 

Perhaps a duck of his own feeding" — 

* Reader, this expreffion is uncommonly beautiful. — iThe mojifecrct 
charities are generally the lar^il, and moft acceptable to Goi>« 



■*. 
I 3S J 

Or fojftbly a half a dozen geefe, ^ 

Worth probably a half a crown a-piece 5 

And that he probably may deem enough,-— . ■-- 

Her gracious Majesty may condefcend |-, ; 

Her precious compliments to fend, 

Tack'd to a pound or two of fnuff ; 

The hiftory of Strelitz too, perhaps ;, 
A place that cuts a figure in the Maps. 

Moft mighty ^mb'ror,^ be not thou afraid 
That loe fhall generofity upbraid r 

Send heaps of things — poh ! never heed the meafure — . 
If Palaces won't hold the precious things. 
Behold, the beft of Queens and eke of Kings 

Will build them Barns to hold the treafure. 
%.. I know- 
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I know thy delicacy's fuch. 

Thou fancieft thou canft fend too much — 

But as I know the Great Ones of our iflc, 

The very though indeed would make them fmile. 

Lord ! couldft thou fend tlie Chiaefe Empire o'er. 

So hungry, we ihould gape for more: 
Yes, couldft thou pack the Chinefe Empire up, 
We'd make no more on't than a China cup ; 
Ev'n then My Lady Schwellenberg would bawl, 
" Gote dem de Jhabby fella — vaty dis all?^* 

"Whales very rarely make a hearty meal — 
Thus Princes an eternal hunger feel ; 
Moreover, fond of good things gratis ; 
Whofe ftomach's motto fliould be, nunquamfaiis. 

Tiiea 
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Then load away with rarities the (hip, 
And let us cry, ** She made a bandfome trip'*^-' 
But mind, no humming-birds, a'pes, owls, mackaws ; 
The dcv'l take prefcnts that can wag their jaws. 



ODE. 

Simplicity, i dote upon thy tongue ; 

And theej O whitc-rob'd Truth, I've rev*renc'd long— 

I'm fond too of that flafhy varlet Wit^ 
Who fkims earth, fea, hcav'n, hell, cxiftence o'er, ,¥ 

To put the merry table in a roar, 

And {hake the fides with laugh-convulfing fitr 

O yes! in fweet Simplicity I glory— ^ 

To her we owe a chuiming little ftory, 

L WILLIAM 
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WILLIAM PENN, NATHAN, and the BAILIFF, 

A TALE. 

AS well as I can recoiled, 

It is a ftory of fam'd William Penn, 
By bailiffs oft befet, without efFed, 

Like numbers of our Lords and Gentlemen — 

William had got a private hole to fpy 

The folks who came with writs, or * How d'ye do ?' 
Poffeffing, too, a penetrating eye, 

Friends from his foes the Quaker quickly knew. 

A bailiff in difguife one day, 

Though not difguis'd to our friend Will, 

Came, to W ill's flioulder compliments to pay, 

Conceal'd, the catchpole thought, with wond'rous fkill. 

Boldly 
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Boldly he knock'd at William's door, 

Dreft like a gentleman from top to toe. 
Expelling quick admittance, to be fure — 
But no I 

Will's fervant Nathan, with a ftrait-hair'd head, 
Unto the window gravely ftalk'd, not ran — 

** Mafter at home ?" the BailifF fweetly faid — 

** Thou canft not fpeak to him," replied the Man. 

" What," quoth the BailifF, " won't he fee me then?" 
"Nay, fnuffled Nathan, "let it not thus ftrike thee; 

" Know, verily, that William Penn 

" Hath feen thee, but he doth not lil^ thee." 



To 
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To A FLY, 

TAKEN OUT OF A BOWL OF PUNCH. 

Ah I poor intoxicated little knave, 

Now fenfelefs, floating on the fragrant wave ; 
Why not content the cakes alone to munch ? 

Dearly thou pay'ft for buzzing round the bowl ; 

Loft to the world, thou bufy fweet-lipp*d foul- 
Thus Death, as well as Pleafure, dwells with Punch. 

Now let me take thee out, and moralife — 
Thus 'tis with mortals, as it is with flies^ 

For ever hankering after Pleafure's cup : 
Though Fate, with all his legions, be at hand, 
The beafts, the draught of Circe can't withftand, 

But in goes every nofe — they mufii will fup. 



Mad 
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Mad are the pafllons, as a dblt untam'd f 

WhenPRUDENCE mounts their backs, to ride them mild. 
They fling, they fnort, they foam, they rife inflam'd, 

Inflfting on their own fole will fo wild. 

Gadfbud I my buzzing friend, thou art not dead ; 
The Fates, £0 kind, have not yet fnipp'd thy thread — 
By heav'ns, thou mov'ft a leg, and now its brother. 
And kicking, lo, again thou mov'ft another t 

And now thy little drunken eyes unclofe ; 
And now thou feeleft for thy little nofc. 

And finding it, thou rubbed thy two hands ; 
Much as to fay, " I'm glad I'm here again" — 
And well mayft thou rejoice — 'tis very plain. 

That near wcrt thou to Death's unfocial lands. 

M And 
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And now thou roUeft on thy back about, 
rfappy to find thyfelf alive, no doubt — 

Now turnefl:— on the table making rings ; 
Now crawling, forming a wet track, 
Now lliaking the rich liquor from thy back, 

Now fluttering nedar from thy filken wings: 

Now {landing on thy head, thy ftrength to find. 
And poking out thy fmall, long legs behind ; 
And now thy pinions doft thou brifkly ply ;. 
Preparing now to leave me — farewell, Fly ! 

Go, join thy brothers on yon fiinny board,. 
And rapture to thy fatiiily afford — 

There wilt thou meet a miftrefs, or a wife, 
That faw thee drunk, drop fenfelefs in the ftream ; 
Who gave, perhaps, the wide-refounding fcream. 

And now fits g;roaning for thy precious life. 



Yes, 
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Yes, go and carry comfort to thy friends, 
And wifely tell them thy imprudence ends. 

Let buns and fugar for the future charm ; 

Thefe will delight, and feed, and work no harm— 

Whilft Punch, the grinning merry imp of fin, 
Invites th* unwary wand'rer to a kifs. 
Smiles in his face, as though he meant him blifs, 

Then, like an Alligator, drags him in. 



ELEGY 
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ELEGY to the FLEAS oiTENERIFFE. 

Written in the Tear 1768, at Santa Cruz, in Company with a Son 
of the Az/^ Admiral Boscavven, at the Hoiife g/'Mr.MACKERRiCK, 
a Merchant of that Place. 

X E hopping natives of a hard, hard bed, 
Whofe bones, perchaunce^ may ache as well as ours, 

O let us reft in peace the weary head, 

This night-^lh& firft we ventured to your bow'rs. 

Thick as a flock of flarlings on our fldns. 
Ye turn at once to brown, the lily's white ; 

Ye flab us alfb, like fo many pins — 

Sleep fwears he can't come near us whilfl ye bite. 

In vain we preach — in vain the candle's ray 

Broad flafhes on the imps, for blood that itch- 
In 
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In vain we brufli the bufy hofts away ; 

* 

Fearlefs, on other parts their thoufands pitch. 

And now I hear a hungry varlet cry, 

" Eat hearty, Fleas — they're fome Outlandifli Men — 
** Fat ftufF — ^no Spaniards all fo lean and dry — 

" Such charming ven'fon ne'er may come agen." 

How fhall we meet the morn ? — With fhameful eyes I 
With nibbled hands, and eke with nibbled faces, 

Juft like two turkey-eggs, we fpeckled rife, 

Scorn'd by the Loves, and mock'd by all the Graces. 

What will the ftately Nymph, Joanna*, fay ? 
How. will the beauteous Catherina* ftare I 
•* Away, ye nafty Britons — foh ! away,'* 

In founds of horror will exclaim the Fair, 

N What 

51 Young Spanish Ladies of the firfl faihion. 
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What though we tdl them 'twas Mackerrxck*s* bed ? 

What though we fwear 'twere all Mackerrick's fleas ? 
Difgufted will the Virgins turn the head ; 

No more we kifs their fingers on our knees. 

No more our groaning verfes greet their hand ; 

No more they liften to our panting profe ; 
No more beneath their window fliall we (land. 

And ferenade their beauties to repofe. 

The Converfattonif meet their end ; 

The love-infpir^d Fandango warms no more ; 
The laugh, the nod, the whifper, will offend 5 

The leer, the fquint, the fqueezes, all be o*er. 



* He is a principal man in the iiland, sdid much refpeded. 
•f At bis Excellency's the Governor. 



But, 
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But, O 7c TUthlefi hofts, an Arab train, 

Ye daring light-troops of that roving race, 
Know ye the ftrangers whom with blood ye ftain ? 

Know ye the voyagers ye thus difgrace ? 

One is a Doctor, of redoubted /kill, 

A Briton bom, that dauntlefs deals in death ; 

Who to the Weftern Ind proceeds to kill. 
And, probably, of thoufands flop the breath : 

A Bard, whofe wing of thought, and verfe of fire, 
Shall bid with wonder all Parnassus ftart ; 

A Bard, who(e converfe Monarchs (hall admire, 
And, happy, learn his lofty Odes by heart*. 

The other, lo, a Pupil rare of Mars, 

A yoiith who kindles with a Father's flame ; 

BOSCAWEN 

* Part of this propheqr has been amply verified. 
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BoscAWEN caird, who fought a kingdom's wars. 
And gave to Immortality a name, 

Lo, fuch are we^ freebooters, whom ye bite ! 

Such is our Britifh Quality, O Fleas !-— 
Then fpare our tender fkins this one, one night— » 

To-morrow eat Mackerrick, if ye pleaie. 



ODE 
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T^he prefent unnatural and fatal enmity towards thofe bejl creatures in the 
worlds Kings and Queens, putting our mofl august Couple 
more on their guard againjl evil machinations ^ by feleSling Mr. TowN- 
SEND, Mr. Ma CM AN us, and Mr. Jealous, the mojl accompliped 
Thief-takers upon earthy to watch over them as a Garde dc corps *,/uch 
an important circumjlance^ fo illuminative of the hijiorical page^ could 
not efcape the eagle eye of the Lyric Bard, who^ in confequence^ has 
addreffed an Ode of praife and admonition to the three aforefaid 
Gentlemen. 

ODE 

T O 

Messrs. TO fTNSEND, MACMANVSy and JEALOUS,. 
The Thief-takers, and Attendakts on MAJESTY^ 

Y E friends to Justice Gibbet, Justice Jail, 

And Justice Cart's flow-moving tail. 

Accept the Bard's fincere congratulation — 

Ye glorious imps, of thief-fupprefllng fpirit, 

Eleded, for your moft heroic merit, 

The Guardians of the Rulers of the Nation. 

O When. 
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When Blood, that cnterprifing Chap, 
Attempted only on the crown a rape, 

Pale Horror rais'd her hands, and roll'd her eyes- 
But (howXdfome knave ^ with fingers moft unclean, 
Attempt to ileal away our King and Queen, 

How would the Empire in difbrder rife ! 

Juil like the nations of the honied hive, 
Who, if they lofe their Sov'heign, never thrive. 

At midnight, lo, Tome knave might deal fo fly, 
In filence, on the royal fleepy eye, 

And, giving to his facrilege a looie. 
Bear ofF the mighty Monarch on his back, 
Juft as fly R^nard, in his night attack, 

Bears from the farmer's yard a gentle goofe. 



Ye 
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Yc glorious thief-takers, O watch the Pair ; 
We cannot fuch a precious couple fpare— 

O, cat-like, guard the door againfl Tom Paine 
Tom Paine*s an artful and rebellious dog. 
Swears that a facred throne is but a log, 

And Monarch s too expendve to maintain. 

I know their Majefties are in a fright ; 
I know they very badly fleep at night— 

Tom Paine*s indeed -a moft terrific word ; 
A name of fear, that founds in cv*ry wind, 
A goblin damn*d, that haunts the royal mind ; 

Of Damocles, the hair-fufpended fword. 

Why (hould our glorious Sov'reigns be unblefl ? 
Why by a paltry fubjeft be diflreft ? 



Is 
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Is there no poifon for Tom Paine ? — alas t 

Is there no halter for this knave of knaves ? 

Audacious fellow I lo, the Crown he braves, 
And calls the Kingdom a poor burden'd afs^ 

For this poor burden'd afs^ he fwears he feels^ 
And bids him lift, a regicide, his heels^ 

What a bright thought in George and Charlotte^ 
Who, to efcape each wicked varlet. 

And difappoint Tom Paine's diiloyal crew, 
Fix'd on the brave Macmanus, Townsend, J^alous^ 
Delightful company, delicious fellows,^ 

To point out, ev'ry minute, 'who is who t 

To huftle from before their noble Graces, 
Rafcals with ill-looking defignmg faces, 



Where 
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Where treafon, murder, and Sedition, dwell ; 
To give the life of ev'iy Newgate wretch ; 
To fay who next the fatal cord (Kail ftretch— 

The fweet hiftorians of the penfive cell. 

O with what joy felonious ads ye view I 

How pleas'd, a thief or highwayman to hunt f 

Bleft as CoRNWALLis Tippoo to purfue j 

Bleft as old Purs'ram Bhow, and Hurry Punt ) 

How itch your fingers to entrap a thief ! 

How nimbly you purfue him I — with what foul 
Track him from haunt to haunt, to mercy deaf, 

And drag at laft the felon from his hole I 

Thus when a Chambermaid a Flea efpies, 

How beats her heart I what lightnings fill her eyes I 



To 
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To feize him, lo, her twinkling fingers fprea(i> 
And flop his travels through the realm of bed. 

He hops — the ejager damfel m^rks thejjjYnp;- 
Now fudden falls in thunder on his rump — 

She mifies — off hops Bloodsucker again t 
The "nymph with wild alacrity purfues j 
Now lofes fight of him, and now gets views, 

Whilft all her trembling nerves with ardour ftrain.. 

Now fairly tir'd, with melancholy face. 
Poor fighing Susan quits th* important chace:— * 
Once more refoIv*d, {he brightens up her wits> 
And, furious, to her lovely fingers fpits — 
Thrice happy thought ! yet, not to flatter> 
*Tis not the cleanlieft trick in nature* 

Now 



[ 55 ] 

Now in the blanket deep £he fees him hide, 
Who, winking, fancieth Susan cannot fee ; 

Now Susan drags him forth, with vidor pride. 
The culprit crufheth i and thus falls the Flea I 

What pity *tis for this important nation. 
The Princes all have had their education ! 

What pounds on Gottingen were thrown away t 
How had ye moralised their youngling hearts,^ 
How had ye giv'n an infight of the Arts, 

So neceflary. Sirs, for fov'reign fway 1 

CuNNiNG*s a pretty monitor for Kings ; 
She teacheth moft extraordinary things ; 

She keepeth {ubje<Sl8 in their proper fphere j 
She brings that fool, the Million, tame to hand,. 
To dance, to kneel, to proftrate at command-— 

A Kingdom is a Monarch's dancing bear» 



Br 
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By means of this fame humble capCTiag tcift. 
What royal fhowmcn fill their fobs, and feaftl 

O tell the world's great Maftersj.not to/pare-^ 
A fubjed's murmur is beneath their care : 
When well accuftom'd to the bufy thong, 
Flogging'^ a matter of mere fport — a fong. 

All know ^ ta|| of Betty and the Eel— ^ 
** You cruel b — h (a man was heard to fay) 
** To ferve poor creatures in that horrid way 1 
** Lord, Sir I" qiioth Betty, turning on her heel, 
^* The eels are us'd to it 1" — fo faying. 
And humming ga tra, continued flaying^ 

O how I envy you each happy name I 
• Time fhall not eat the mountain of your fame 5 






For 



[ J7 I 

For thus myfelf your Epitaph fhall write, 
And dare the vile old flone-eater to bite. 



The E P I T A P R. 

•* Here lie three crimps of death, knock'd down by Fate;, 
" Of Juftice the (launch blood-hounds too, fo keen-j 

** Who choak*d the little plund*rers of the State> 
"And, glorious, fav*d a mighty King and QueenJ*] 



Behold, the Guards, fo difappointed, mourn I' 
With jealoufy their glorious bofoms burn>. 

To find hy you^ dread Sirs, ufurp'd their places :: 
" What ! not the regiments of Death be trufted! 
" By Thief-takers, O Jefu ! to be ouftcd I 

"^Thief-catchers Gardes de corps unto their Graces P* 



f<^ 



/ 
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Thus, thus exclaim the angry men in red, 
Who, with their fvvords and guns, may go to bed. 

Gods ! how I envy our great folk their joys! 

Your tales of houfe-breakers, thofe nightly curfesj 
-• » 

Of Heroes of the Heath, Saint Gile8*s boys ; 
Hift'ries of pocket-handkerchiefs and purfes. 

O for minds-royal, what delightful food \ 
Stories furpafllng thofe of Robin Hood. 

Sweet are of flight-hand Barrington the tales ; 

Of changeful Major Semple, charming too J 
Delicious ftory through each Hulk prevails, 

Full of inftrudion, pleafant, fage, and new. 

Hence the pure ftreams of thieving fcience flow, 
Which through your mouths to gaping Monarchs gQ ; 



And 
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And frequently the royal gaze, ye greet 
With curious inftruments, for robbing mete, 

ff^io would not wifli to fee the gliding crook, 
With whom the purfes oft in fllence ftray ? 

^ho would not on the tools with rapture look, 
That from poft-chaifes fnap the trunks away ? 

^/)o would not ope falfe dice, ingenious bones ? 
A curious fpeculation, worthy thrones. 

Laugh the loud world, and let it laugh again ; . 
The Great of Windsor fliall fuch niirth difdain— • 

In days oS. yore^ dull days, infipid things. 
Kings trufted only to a People's love—^ 
But modern times in politics improve. 

And Bow-fir eet Runners are the fhields of Kings. 



ODE 
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ODE ToCiELIA. 

JlLNVY muft own that thou art pafling fair;; 
Love in thy fmiles, and Juno in thy air : 

Yet, CiELiA, if with Gods I may be free,, 
I think that Jove commits a fort of fin>. 
By ftripping all the Graces to the Ikin,, 

Merely to make a nonpar eilh of thee». 

C>s.iAKy thou knoweft too that thou art pleafxig ;; 
Moil fpider-like, the hearts of mortals feizing ;; 

And what too maketh me confounded fbur^, 
Thou knowed what I wifii to hide,. 
Which rather mortifies my pride^. 

That Tm a fimple fly, and ia t%. pow'c^. 



¥ct 
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When Nature fent thee blooming from above, 
She meant thee to fupport the caufe of Love ; 

To keep alive a beautiful creation — 
Thy graces hoarded, girl, thou muft be told, 
Arc really like the fordid Miser's gold, 

Worthlefs, for want of circulation. 

Behold I a guinea, by a proper ufe, 
Another pretty guinea will produce ; 

And thus, O peerlefs girl, thy beauty 
May bring thee cent* per cent, within the year ; 
That is, another beauty may appear, 

If properly it minds its duty. 

Of wonder, lo, thou putteft on the ftare — 
It feems a dark and intricate affair ; 

Thou wanteft a good, able, found advifer — 
Well, then, my dear, at once agree. 
As chamber-coviTikX to take fne\ 

I know none better qualified, nor wifer. 

R An 
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An ODE to a PRETTY MILLINER. 

\J NYMPH, with bandbox tripping on fo fwect, 
For Love's fake, (lay thofe pretty tripping feet, 

Join'd to an ancle, form'd all hearts to fteal— 
That ancle to the neateft leg united,. 
Perhaps — with which I fhould be much delighted^ 

For men by little matters guefs a deal — 

Love lent thee lips, and lent that bloom divine- 
But, deareft Damfel, what can make them mine ? 

Heav'n refts upon thofe heaving hills of fnow ;, 
The fafcinating dimple in thy chin ; 
In fhort, thy charms without, and charms within,. 

Speak, are they purchafable ? — ^aye, or no ? 

Thou feeft my foul wild flaring from my eyes ; 
Let me not burft in ignorance, fair Maid- 



Why 
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Why flieweft thou, O peerlefs Nymph, furprife ? 
I am no wolf to eat thee — why afraid ? 

O could I gain by gold thofe heav*nly charms I 
Could gold once give thee to my eager arms9 

Lo, into guineas would I coin my heart ;. 
Thofe would I pour pell-mell into thy lap, 
With thee to wake to love, and then to napj 

Then wake again — ^again to ileep depart.- 

All happy circled in thy arms of blifs ; 
To fnatch^ with riot wild, tfy burning kifs ; 

A ki/s I — a thoufand kifles let me add— 
ten thoufand from thy unexhaufled mint, 
And then ten thoufand of my own imprint^ — 

Speak, tempting Syren, to a fwain ftark mad.. 

Heav'ns I o'er thy cheek how deep the crimfon glowSj 
And fpreads upon thy breaft of pureft fnows I 



Why 
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Why mute, my Angel ? thou difdain'ft «ep3y t 
'Sdcath I what a jcucIloo, what 2l rogue am 1 1 

O Nymph, fo fweet, forgive my wild defires ; 
That knave, thy handbox, wak'd my lawWs fires. 

Bade me fufpedt what Chastity reveres :— 
What will wipe out th' affront, O Virgin, ^eak, 
That flufti'd the irofe of virtue on tliy cheek, 

Chiird thy young hearjt, and dafli'd thine eye with tears? 

Go, guard that honour which I deemed departed-^ 
O yield thy beauties to fome fwain kind-hearted, 
Whofe foul coogemal ihail with thine unite. 
And Lov£ allow no »refpite from delight. 



A MORAL AFTER-THOUGHT on the above. 



Dear Innocence, where'er thou deign'ft to dwell, 
The Pleasures fport around thy fimple cell ; 



The 
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The fong of Nature melts from grove to grove ; 
Perpetual fuuifliine fits upon thy vale ; 
Content and ruddy Health thy hamlet hail, 

And Echo waits upon the voice of Love. 

But where — but where is fcowling Guilt's abode ? 
The fpedred heath, and Danger's cavern*d road; 

The ftiuffling monfter treads with panting breath— 
The cloud-wrapp'd ftorm infulting roars around, 
Fear pales him at the thunder's awful found. 

He flares with horror on the flafli of death. 

He calls on Darkness with aiFright, 
And bids her pour her deepeft night 5 
Her clouds impenetrable bring, 
And hide him with her raven wing ! 

Are thefe the pidlures ? Then I need not mufe. 
Nor gape, nor ponder wh/ci to choofe— 

S O Inno- 
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O Innocence, this iaftant I'm thy flave — 
"What but the greateft fool would be a knave ^' 



LYRIC EPISTLE 

T a 

SIR WILLIAM HAMILTQ N:. 

OlR William ! what, a new eflate I' 

I give thee jby of -I-Gabia's fate-^ 

More broken pans, more gods,^ more mugs,. 

More fnivel bottles, jotdans,, and old jugs, 

More faucepans, lamps, and caudlefticks, and kettles 

In fhort, afll forts of 9ulinary metals 1. 






Leave not a duft-hole unexplor*d j. 
Something fhall rife to be ador*d-« — 



SdarcHi 



•f A newly-difcovered town, fifter in tnisfortone to Herculancunv. 
, and ~ 



Pompeia, and Psflum 
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Search the old bedfteads and the rugs ; 
Such things are facred — if, by chance, 
Amidft the wood, thine eye fhould glance 

On a nice pair of antique bugs ; 

Oh, in fome box the curious vermin place,, 
And let us Britons breed the Roman race V 

Old nails, old knockers, and old fhoes^. 

Would much Daines Barrington amufe ; . 

Old mats, old difhr^clouts, dripping-pans, and fpits>. 

Would prove delegable to other wits ; 

Gods' legs, and legs of old joint ftools,, 

Would ravifh all our antiquarian fchools. 

Some rev'reod moth, with ne'er a wing, ' 

Would charm the * Knight of Soho-Squarc r 

A headlefs flea would be a pretty thing, 

To make the Knight of Wonders ftare. 

A curl: 
* Sir Jofeph Banks, 



[ 68 ] 

A curl of fome old Emp*ror*s wig, 

Or Nero's fiddle, *inid the fiames of Rcxne, 

That gave fo exquifite a jig. 

Believe me, would be well worth fending hoine. 

Oh, if fome lumping T2ix\ty of gold. 
Thy lucky lucky eyes by chance behold, 

Send it to our good K*** and gracious QJ***:; 
No matter what th' infcription — if there*s none, 

*Tis all one ! 
P/<»/w gold will pleafe, as well isworVd^l. ween- 
Much will the prefcnt their great eyes regale, 
Xet.it but cut a figure in the fcale. 

Oh 1 could an earthquake fhake down Wapping, 
And catch th' inhabitants and goods all napping, 
And then a thoufand years the ruin fhade. 
What fortunes would be quickly made 1 

What 
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What rare Mufaeums from the rubbifh rife, 
Wapping antiquities to glad the eyes ! 

How portraits of Moll Flanders, Hannah Snell, 
And Mifs D'Eon, thofe heroines, would fell ! 

Canning -and Squires ! 
How would the dilettanti of the nation 
Devour the prints with eyes of admiration 1 
And to tfieir merits, 9oets ftrike their lyres ! 

Sign-pofts, with Old Blue Boars, and Heads of Nags, 
Would from the proud pofleffor ^xz.\v fuch brags I 

Red Lions, Crowns and Magpies, George the Third — 
The Cat and Gridiron, our moft gracious Queen, 
/ With rapt'rous adoration would be feen ; 
They would, upon my word. 
Such would tranfport the people of hereafter. 
Though fubjeds now of merriment and laughter. 

T POST- 
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POSTSCRIPT (fubRofd). 

Hift ! — ^what frefli ovens of Etrurian ware \ 
What pretty jordans has my friend to {pare ? 

What gods are ripe for digging up, O Knight .^ 
What Britons, knowing in the yirtu trade. 
Soon as a grand difcov*ry ihall be made. 

Are near thee, gudgeon-like, ^reparM to bite ? 

What brazen god, baptisM with chamber lye*> 
For which the future connoijfeurs may figh. 

Is going into ground, with front fublime ? 
Hereafter to be wor{hippt*d' foon as feen^ 
A refurredtion rare, array 'd in grecn^ 
A downright fatirc upon Time 5 



Wha 



♦ Sir William keeps an old antfquamn, who, when a tolerable 
itatue is difcovered, bathes him. in urine, buries him, and when ripe 
for digging up, they proclaim a great difcovery to be made,, and out 
comes an antique for univerfal admiration. 
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Who feems, a poor old fumbling fool, to dote 5 
Taking two thoufand years to make a coat. 

A whifper — lock'd is the Mufaeum door*, 
From whence antiques were wont to ftray ; 

Whofe parents ne'er fat eyes upon them more. 
So much the little creatures loft their way ? 

Pity thou could'ft not news of them obtain. 

And fend the gods and godlings back again I 

Sir William, what's become of that fame Monkf*,. 
From whofe old corner-cupboard, or old trunk. 
Thine hift'ry iffued about burning mountains ? 
For who would toil, and fweat, and hoe the hill^ 
To find, perhaps, of knowledge a poor rill^ 
Who eafily can buy the fountains? 



Dear 



* Some valuable antiques, not long fince, made their efcape from^ 
the Royal Mufaeum, and travelled the Lord knows where. 

•j- He lived in the neighbourhood of Vefuvius, and furnished tht 
Knight with all his volcanic obfervations, which pafs on the world as 
his own^ — Nam quodemis, po/Jis dicere jure tuum*. 
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O Knight of Naples, is it come to pafs, 
That thou haft left the gods of ftone and brafs, 
To wed a deity of jlejh and blood * f 

lock, the temple with thy ftrongeft key, 
For fear thy deity, 2i comely She, 

Should one day ramble in a frolick mood. 

For fince the idols of a youthful King, 

So very volatile indeed, take v?ing ; 

If hisy to wicked wand' rings can incline, 

Lord ! who would anfwer, poor old Knight, for thine f 

Yet Jhould thy Grecian Goddefs fly the fane, 

1 think that we may catch her in Hedge-Lane f, 

* It is really true — the Knight is married to a beautiful virgin^ whom 
he flyles his Grecian. Her attitudes are the moil dejirable models for 
young artifts. 

•f" The refort of the Cyprian corps^ an avenue that opens into 
Cockfpur-ftrect. 

EPI. 
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EPIGRAM. 

On a ftone thrown at a very Great Man, hut which 

tnijfed him, 

TALK no more of the lucky efcape of the head^ 

From a flint fb unluckily thrown — 
I think very difF'rent, with thouiands indeed^ 

'Twas a lucky efcape for the Stone^ 

To CHLOE. 

PEAR Chloe, well I know the fwain. 
Who gladly would embrace thy chain ; 

And who^ alas I can blame him ? 
Afled not, Chloe, a fiirprife ; 
X^ook but a moment on thefe eyes, 

Thou*lt aik me not, to name him. 

U Oa 
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On a NEW-MADE LORD, 

THE carpenters of ancient Greece, 

Although they bought of wood a ftubbom piece. 

Not fit to make a block — yet, very odd ! 
No lofers were the men of ehipping trade, 
Bccaufe of this fame ftubbom ftufF they made 
A damn'd good God I 

Thus, of the Lower Houfe, a ftupid wretch,. 
Whofe mind to A, B, C, can fcarcely ftretch,. 
Shall, by a MonarcFs all-creative word',. 
Become a very decent Loird* v.- • . 

♦ 

% 

To MY CANDLE- ■ 

THOU lone companion of the fpedred night, 

■ ' . . . ■ • . -^ 

I wake amid thy friendly-watchful light, 

To 
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To fteal a precious hour from lifelefs fleep— 
Hark, the wild uproar of the winds I and hark,. 
Hell's genius roams the regions of the dark, 

And fwells the thund'ring horrors of the Deep. 

From cloud to cloud the pale moon hurrying flies ; 
Now blacken'd, and now flafliing through her fldes. 

But all is filence here — beneath thy beam,. 
I own I labour for the voice of praife— 

For who would fink, in dull Oblivion's ftream ?' 

Who would not live in fongs of diftant days ? 

Thus while I wond'ring paufe o'er Shakspeare's page, 
I mark, in vifions of delight, the Sage, 

High o'er the wrecks of man, who Hands fublime j, 
A Column in the melancholy Wafte, 
(Its cities humbled, and its glories paft) 

Majeftic, 'mid the folitude of Time. 



Yet 
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Yet now to fadnefs let me yield the hour- 
Yes, let the tears of pureft friendfhip fliowV. 

I view, alas I what ne'er ihould die, 
A Form, that wakes my deepeft figh ; 

A Form, that feels of Death the leaden fleep-— 
Defcending to the realms of fhade, 
I view a pale-ey'd panting Maid ; 

I fee the Virtues o*cr their fav'rite weep. 

Ah ! could the Muse's iimple pray*r 
Gommand the envied trump of Fame, 

Oblivion fhould Eliza (pare: 

A world fhould echo with her name. 

Art thou departing too, my trembling friend ? 
Ah I draws thy little luftre to its end ? 

Yes, on thy frame. Fate too fhall fix her feal— 
O let me, penfive, watch thy pale decay j 



Too 



m. 
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How faft that frame, fo tender, wears away 1 
How faft thy life the reftlefs minutes ftcal I 



s 



How (lender now, alas I thy thread of fire I 
Ah, falling, falling, ready to expire I 
In vain thy ftruggles — ^all will foon be o*er— 
At life thou fnatcheft with an eager leap : 
Now round I fee thy flame fo feeble creep. 

Faint, lefs'ning, quiv'ring, glimm*ring— »itow no morel 

Thus fhall the funs of fcience fink away. 
And thus of Beauty fade the faireft flow'r— 

For where's the Giant who to Time ihall fay,, 
" Deftrudive Tyrant, I arrcft thy pow*r ?*' 
I 

THE end;. 
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